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THE LIFE OF THE SWAMI VIVEKANANDA.
companions that his first act of revolt against deskdckara, o the established usage of the country, had been perpetratec at the age of five, when he insisted on lifting the tumbler o water to his mouth with his left hand at the time of having his meal, and had consequently a stormy argument with hi mother to the effect that this action was much cleaner wher his right hand was soiled by eating with his fingers. But th< orthodox lady was as unconvinced as her son was stubborn The only effective way by which she could drive her arguments home, against such sacrilege and similar perversities was to take the drastic measure of putting him under the water-tap, saying, "Shiva ! Shiva !" Fearing that Shivs would be angry with him, he would say to himself, "No, no not this time again !" and would be quiet and submissive, As he grew older his love for Him ripened also, and now being in the Himalayas, the abode of the Lord of monks and Yogis, the thought of Shiva was uppermost in his mind, and he, as always before, never tired of dwelling on Him with all the passion of his soul. And to his disciples he would speak of the Pauranic conception of the oneness of Shiva and His consort, Uma, under the guise of half-man and half-woman, representing the junction of two great streams of thought, Monasticism and Mother-worship, or the vision of truth inseparable with renunciation through the philosophy of the Terrible, and love supreme, sweet and sublime. And uhe understood, he said, for the first time this summer, the meaning of the nature-story that made the Ganges fall on the head of the Great Gods and wander in and out amongst His matted locks, before she found an outlet on the plains below. He had searched long, he said, for the words that the rivers and waterfalls uttered, amongst the mountains, before he had realised that it was the eternal cry 'Byom ! Byom ! Hara I Kara !: 'Yes l' he said of Shiva one day, 'He is the Great God, calm, beautiful, and silent I and I am His great worshipper.' "
At Baramulla, and as the party entered further into Kashmir, the Swami's mind was filled with the legends with which the Kashmiris have peopled the cathedral rocks, the many rums and the winding passes. From a scenic point of view alone, the journey was intensely fascinating. Groups of singing